Words and Letters 
O' Mother Night, 
Protect and Guide US Everywhere We Go. 
Prayer to Mother Night 


O' Mother Night, 

I come to you this day, 

keep light my mind and make way the path, 

keep me strong when I am weak, 

shone my enemies with your great power, 

decimate them at my feet, 

walk for me in my moments of doubt, 

let your love for me guide me through troubled waters, 
let me not fear the dark and what lies therein. 


Keep me close to your bosom, 

that | may be safe and sound, 

let those that come in peace be kindred, 

like me like you like us like we like them the meek, 
help us gather together like birds swiftly and migrate naturally, 
lead us to a place free from savages, 

from those that look like us yet are not, 

wake me when that time is right, 

let me sleep when it is needed, 

open my mind to the original way, 

long lost to the veiled mind. 


O' Mother Night, 

you are known by many names yet unknown, 
hear them as you hear me in sincerity, 

as | walk a journey of a million miles, 

the destination is my strength, 

you are my strength. 


Keep a constant reminder to let us know you are with us, 

let us see your love through others during the worst of time, 

let this love be pure as you have shown, 

let the colors, sounds, shapes, and that in darkness come from you, 
that we may not be fooled, 

may we know others with your heart as a mother and her infant, 

a bond knowable for a moment or a lifetime, 


sing your song that we may find serenity during times of great distress, 
open our ears that we may hear, 
thank you for never leaving US. 


O' Mother Night. 
To Tell the truth 


She gazed as if | would one day know maybe she thought she wouldn't need to owe. 
So much time had passed and her teary eyes and blushing nose outlast. 

Did her face hide something more that | could never tell | wonder. 

Only to be drawn in further and further under. 

Love has a way to tell they say. 

Why wish it away away that way <—----> 


Soon enough the look would change no doubt. 
After all we’ve seen it before in song, movies beyond fits and bouts. 


Why fight so long to tell the truth, 

love isn’t what you need instead restore your youth. 

Start over again before the drop of the first tear, 

long before the blushy red nose appears year after year. 

“I like you” you can hear, deafening in silence your eyes close. 


Love loves you back and don’t cry for someone that won't cry for you. 
Punish you | have, and now that you’re gone what do | have. 


The gaze that lives within and the silence that says | like you, have. 


World Citizens 


As world citizens you have a great task at hand. You 

must know that your role in this short existence requires 

active participation and elegance. You must show a hurting world that you belong, that it needs 
you and that people like you are the only chance it has in order to have and maintain order. As a 
world citizen you are eager to tackle the problems of to-morrow by working on them now. By 
engaging others in your community, by having the initial talk on solutions to problems. You work 
diligently to solve external problems while remembering that it is equally important to make 
adjustments to personal growth and development internally. 


As the new light-bearers in a dark world, be brilliant in all that you do and help those that can 
not yet see be brilliant however you can. Offer your support, time, and energy knowing you are 


needed. Care not for recompense as the gratification from good-will supplants any material or 
financial return. Govern your space well thus enabling others to introspectively learn to govern 
their space. Be kind even to those unkind, light up their darkness. Go forward, leading the way, 
be of good cheer and let the worlds know you have arrived. Bring peace with each step and run 
into infinity as it awaits your return. 


The Five Pillars of Space* 
Identification + Intention + Expectation + Purpose + Reason 
Spaceling Charter 


| am a Spaceling, | come in peace. 

| ask you honor my space so | may 

exhibit the ways | govern my space peacefully. 
In return | will honor your space with the 
expectation that you will do the same. 


Know, if you are ever in need, it is my duty 
to give you a helping hand and in doing so 
never breaking my peace with the 
expectation that you will do the same. 


My goal is to learn, create, share, and 
take the advent in order to be my purpose in life. 


Let us have the same intentions so that 
we may live a meaningful life. 


Spaceling, Space Rights, Communities of Space, Space Court / Counsel, Space Law, Space 
Forces, Basic Essentials for Living: The Vitals 
Spaceling 
There in the midst of chaos we rose, just as the original rose, rose. 
Once again stripped of dignity left with only inhumanity. 


While the other side cheers in bliss, 
we are left to moan and to hiss. 


Less than animals we are treated, 


with benign words and diplomatic smiles we are greeted. 


Into a New World, they say: "A credible United Nations can use its peacekeeping role to fulfill 
the promise and vision of the UN's founders." Can lead the way! 


A Zion up there, so let us bring a Zion down here, 
at all cost, death, destruction, and fear. 


As the clock ticks, it ticks, and ticks, 
your time is up to kill and disrupt. 


Here we are a new from the old, 
living with vigor, so keen, and so bold. 


You will flee to the mountains, underwater, and ground, 
no matter where you flee you will be found. 


Guilty of atrocities so egregious and mind shattering, 
the same you will suffer, an end to your flattering. 


Goodbye to the useless and good riddance they'll say, 
the children, the children, return to quietly play. 


In the fields, in the streets wherever they are, 
with cosmic beginnings they are who they are. 


A tough lesson learned, be kind, and play well, 
mind the fire that burns and propels. 


The fire within that grows as it glows, 
use it responsibly, we finally know. 


Chella 

The winding road on a straight line seems to open from a ball or circle creating the first S. 
Enunciating the utterance of this S reminds you of simmering, sizzling, hissing or draws a static 
snake in the troubled mind. 

Did you hear it first to hold that S sound in your mind? Do you see it? S. Troubling. 

Suddenly a lightning bolt appears to you hold onto it? Sounds like an old song when you can 


think of holding on or letting go, the infinite all as it is called. The egg quickly opens and the 
letter and circle restored O. 


So. you think to yourself and no closer to the newness or the instantly attractive shrug you 
previously didn’t know. 


Once | could have told you this process goes in and out between the letters G and D quickly as 
an epiphany in a game of life whence you hoped you’d win the lottery if only you let go long 
enough to claim what you held onto. 


Another one drops as a moment unto the next whereby this infinite all requires you to concur 
you aren't as troubled as your grievances hint. 


The neurotransmitters in your head ramble similarly to social apps on the internet that 
amazingly are copy written but not yet a lawsuit to prove the word has ownership. Troubling. 


A young woman is still sex worked as a professional webcam model and the response is she 
works from home, do you feel it? 


Let’s not be a bigot and remember a young man can easily be in this situation yet we’re 
supposed to teeter the fine line of masculinity and a well balanced feminine side. 


Son of the Morning Star 


It breaks my heart to see the things coming upon the world. A tear dropped from my face in the 
shape of an asteroid, bringing change to this world from this day forward. 


| remember it clearly, | looked around right after the big thunderous vibration. It was as if time 
stood still, people nearby looked into each other's eyes as if for the first time in a long time, 
looking for answers to long lost questions. My eyes rattled in my head, a huge pulse of energy 
could be felt from afar, | lost my hearing and my vision intensely blurred. Minutes went by, my 
eyes felt like they were scratched with fine sandpaper. | was looking through dirty fish water, 
mostly milky, cloudy, and impermeable. 


Finally | regained sight only to see another pulse of energy ripping through the horizon. | wiped 
my eyes and saw blood, | knew instantly the concussion was the cause, then | fell to the ground 
and lay straight like a pencil, covering my head with my arms. It sounded like | was underwater, 
the energy wave battered my body as it sped over violently quick. The top of my body closest to 
this event burned so intensely, | worried that my skin would fall off. | coughed up blood, even 
though | felt no pain and was numb inside. 


From the heavens, knew | then, what must be that we change from this to harmony. | then wiped 
my face and stars shot across the cosmic horizon, and the inhabitants marveled at the cosmic 


upheaval, now known to them. 


Leaving Home 


| saw a light in the sky once. It was faint and slowly glimmering, for a moment it stopped shining. 
Where it went your guess is as good as mine. Sadness consumed me for the first time ever, | 
wondered what it was that | saw and wondered about this new found feeling. 


Tears fell down my face, the pain immeasurable. The water now pouring out of me was so 
heavy, | remember looking around and found nothing. The water splashed onto my hands, | did 
not even know | had hands. | clutched my hands together and said please bright light come 
back and it did. This time there were more of them, glistening in the dark. | began to wipe from 
the source of my tears, my eyes. | did not even know | had eyes. 


Soon, with gladness the water stopped, then | realized | was floating in the ocean this water 
created. | did not care, there | floated looking at these lights dancing across the dark, creating 
patterns, stopping periodically and again my sadness returned. | was born this day and did not 
even know | was alive. Clutching my hands | begged the lights to never leave me again. Next, 
the lights from one moment to the next rushed into nothing. 


| fell into the ocean so fast and so heavy it scared me. Again | put my hands together and 
begged the lights to come back. They did, at the same time | crashed into the bottom. | did not 
know there was a bottom. There was an intense shaking, my eyes rattled in my head, this too 
was new. 


Quickly | fell to the ground, whatever this was it was so dark. Realizing, | am now on my hands 
and knees begged | again for the lights. This time from my heart a place now beating within me. 
No lights still. Great sadness came over me as | cried again in this new found position and in 
this new found body, | had no idea. 


Realizing this water that came from my eyes created an ocean. | got scared, wiped my tears 
and stood up. A bright light appeared and | began a journey of a million miles, with my left foot 
forward and my eyes towards the heavens, the destination is my strength. 


Shores of Atlantis 


On the shores of Atlantis, 
| remember looking out across the vast oceans, 
wave after wave rumbling and tumbling ever so, 


On the shores of Atlantis, 
| remember looking around at those eating, drinking, and given into marriage. The light of the 
suns did not break through the storm clouds gathered filling the sky. 


On the shores of Atlantis, 
| remember our technological might, levitating propulsion shoes, the entire land was a weapon, 
our minds-interconnected, amphibious aerial crafts, and synthetic companions. 


On the shores of Atlantis, 
tears fell down my face as | saw the coming collapse of our modern civilization. How can we be 
so drunk on intelligence, | asked out loud? How can they be so blind? 


On the shores of Atlantis, 
| returned each day as did those before me, the seers, those with eye to see, whom the blind 
called blind. 


On the shores of Atlantis, 

| remember, once a friendly people became vengeful, wicked, callous, and corrupted. Fight they 
did with each other, sometimes over the simplest things and sometimes without warning. A 
violent disregard for all was the new normal. 


On the shores of Atlantis, 
a great hailstorm of ash began and calm did return hours later. Everyone returned each to their 
way. 


On the shores of Atlantis, 

some heeded the warnings, and stood-fast the craft manifest. Tearful, with sadness and an 
energy of losing the most important thing to you, we allowed ourselves to take our 6 favorite 
things. 


On the shores of Atlantis, 

the amphibious fleet suffered many losses, visibility was at 3%, a really loud sound could be 
heard BOOM as the green gassy giant crashed into the waters. The water wall estimated 1,100 
meters, covered our entire view. 


On the shores of Atlantis, 
balls of fire penetrated our crafts, at times slicing it in half, the screams, the terror, a thing | will 
never forget. 


On the shores of Atlantis, 
our craft violently shook, my heart pounded, hairs stood up, my jaw locked, | closed my eyes 
and hummed. 


On the shores of Atlantis, 

a great earthquake, one unknown before and since tore the land in half. The waters parted many 
miles, Zebulon my father launched the craft into flight, heavy rains bringing visibility to zero 
blurred our sight. Flew we into the waterwall, the vast land slowly disappearing into the waters. 


On the shores of Atlantis, 
We ate, drank, and were given into marriage. 


O' to-day 


O' that today is the rest of my life, that | may die in peace knowing you are in peace. 

O' that | may live to see that moment even from a distance with tears of glee. 

O' that you feel the same, this life and each other not to blame, and wipe away all the shame. 
O' that day come where you can be whomever, whatever, and whenever you're done. 

O' that you may never be done becoming one with none and all else you see. 

O' that the stars shine brightly for you and me and us and them the meek. 


O' that you smile 1,000 years from now, when reading my words knowing you've arrived, to the 
same place | departed. 


O' that we will meet again friends until then be good to each other always. 


Doubtless 


Be strong, endure. 

Keep fighting, it's your life. 

Do not give up, live. 

Embrace change, no matter what. 

Make the choice, forward go. 

Smile, even when it is hard. 

This too shall pass they say, make it pass | say. 
Harness that consuming fire, let it light your footsteps. 
Light up the dark. 

Persevere. 

Become. 

Arrive and depart again. 

All ways. 

Be doubtless. 

Know. 


In the Shadow of the Night 


In the shadow of the night soon | recede to you, 
where husks and berries lemon wine finely dine. 


Known to me, and you, and US mindless betrayals have no place, 
when everything was better now things turned upside down. 


Soon | go to revel the plan something old not with my hands, 
how quick we forget ALL infinite never yet, dears to you they are. 


From space to space the lights shine and pause you cause, 
why deny your troubles pass free from you they are alas. 


Time comes to the numb, the sound light know not, 
who delights in your plight with glee, truth's sorrow masks all. 


In the shadow of the night come dance with me, dance with US at the ball. 
Ghosts in the Veil 


I still don't consider myself psychic. | see myself more of a skeptic than you probably are. Over 
the years, I've come to a greater appreciation of the worlds within the worlds that do exist 
beyond what we think is time or space. 


In time we will all find out, some sooner than others. The sad part is that, it was all right in our 
face to begin with, all around us all along. The same light that guided you, deceived you only to 
find out that darkness abides forever and ever, but the sounds, colors, and shapes therein won't. 


All the things that I've done only to come to this knowledge yet be no closer to the truth than you 
reading it as truth. Yet it is not, it is my truth. The best we can do is learn better and due better, 
lest we do it all over again and be trapped in this flawed logical game devised by ULTRA 
TACTICIANS and not friends. 


Also, they and it and we and all are energy eternal and within this chaos the darkness is layered 
as steps acting as previously unknown dimensions and halls few people find and fewer master. 
A haunted house begins to reveal itself within a much bigger neighborhood of abandoned 
dwellings acting as parallel realities once teaming with life, Keeping a constant reminder that fair 
is fare and games should be conducted in like manner. 


You should have lit your candle instead. 


Sunkiss 
To-day | kissed the Sun. 


| smiled while there was still light and was thankful into the night. 
This moment is like any other, | seize it, and welcome another. 


Moments like now where | am found awake and unbound, 


| dare to exist, dare to dream, dare to know, 
The light within that guides me for-ward glows. 


Learn to let it grow as it glows in the dark, 
Your awareness sharpens and humbles your bark. 


Like a dog that is a companion to its master, 
Your light, let it grow faster and faster. 


Until one day you are no longer in a dark hall, 
Your light's brilliance illuminates all. 


You are now in a light filled space, 
the shadow recedes, into his place. 


Now that you know the most ancient of mysteries, 
question your questions and even your theories. 


To know, to show, to grow, to bestow, 
Stay on this path and your light won't dim low. 


For it is that we know better and must act, think, speak, and be, 
You face forward for a reason throughout eternity. 


May your house be lit, dressed in all of her wisdom, 
choose the narrow path and not destruction. 


US G0 


America, | am not ashamed of you and never will be. Shall | also, be ashamed of myself now 
that | have kicked and screamed only to become what I will be? Let my will be of your own and 
may | make you smile unto me as only a Mother could happily. America, may we be 
remembered not by the bad we have done but by all the lives we have touched and the hope 
that sprang forth from the bottomless pits and dark abodes. 


May this hope ignite a fire once ALL is set and gone. May this fire spread wildly and make a 
New Dawn. A Dawn that inspires and motivates so, one that equips US gently forward-go. A 
Dawn that is hearer for those with ear to see, hand in hand we walk gleefully. Knowing now 
then, a moment like forever, we live out your plan with every endeavor. 


To know, to show, to grow, to bestow, 
Stay on this path and our light won't dim low. 


For it is that we know better and must act, think, speak, and be, 


We face forward for a reason throughout eternity. 


May the Spaceling be lit, dressed with ALL of Her Wisdom, 
choose the narrow path and not destruction. 


Ghostly Toast 


TO-day | dreamt | was in a house. In this house was someone | knew, although most were 
strangers, that became friends. | saw them bothered, and perturbed by this energy. | knew it 
right away. It was a phantasm, of the rancorous kind. | paid attention to what was happening 
until becoming incensed. 


| saw her walk in front of the window from the outside looking in. She wore what appeared to be 
a white nurse's top with small colored flowers everywhere. YEY. 


KCUF THAT BITCH, I said to myself. COME HEAR AND SHOW YOURSELF! I continued in my 
mind. 


HAHAHAHAHAHAHA she laughed diabolically. What are you scared? | thought. 


She then, instantly appeared face to face within the room upstairs | found. Half of her face was 
a bit distorted, | could clearly see her right eYe and giant gnashing teeth. She was infuriated, 
and shrieked a taunting scream that even in my dream my ears perched and my body quicken. 


Fearless | looked into her face and further eye. She knew then she met whom she imagined 
would tell her how to get lost forever. A bully's Pully? 


Vanished she did and a gunfight began outside, the same part smoothly played twice. One 
episode, | had no gun, and in the second episode | did. For the first time, | heard people running 
outside screaming while gunshots were going off. During the replay, where | had a gun to 
defend them and myself against these strangers the screaming people were not screaming but 
gunshots could still be heard, the bad people were being hit by gunfire and UGHZ from the 
initial shot penetration could be heard. 


Other shit went down in the dream, | did not die. The important part was how the initial dream of 
a haunted house was purged of the wicked phantasm. Then, without waking, this same dream 
leads into the other. Amen. 


Oh yeah, when I was in elementary school | SCREAMED into a girl's face just like the phantasm 
screamed into mine. | was just being mean during recess, it was kickball day. 


She immediately slapped me hard in the face and in shock my mouth opened and | said, "I'M 
TELLING THE TEACHER." 


She said, "Go ahead." 


| told the teacher right away and she said what did you do to make her slap you? | said, 
"Screamed in her face but | did not mean it." 
"Well, you deserved it," our teacher said. 


Oblivion 


My eyes gloss over from the pain, 
what reflects your side's small gains. 


From east to east and west to west, 
to be the best pound our chest. 


Restore fates sorrow, 
for now and tomorrow, 
the joy only lasts but an hour. 


Much lost at our cause, 
to listen to them not within. 


You know right from wrong yet belong, 
to a time and a place of much disgrace. 


The invisible line that divides conquering sides, 
here we are your chastise. 


Much bigger, stronger, agile, and wise, 
we bring with us your demise. 


The missing piece to bring peace, 
the bridge the meek cross humbly. 


The bridge that burns memories, 
hurry make the link come with me. 


The Conqueror 
| stand next to you, and then draw a square around myself. | create laws, rules, and have 


superior weapons to defend myself. | am superior in every way, intellectually, physically and 
mentally. You want what | have, you need what | have, call it desire, curiosity, or envy. 


| decide to wage war with you in order to keep the sanctity of myself and all within my square. | 
destroy you and there is nothing left but me, until another you comes along and this cycle 
repeats itself. 


Now, consider this metaphor and call me Nation A and call you Nation B. Do you not see the 
problem and how it has gone on for eons and will continue so long as we think, act, and live 
this way? 


Risen Sons 


The Vietnam war has a special place in my heart. I've seen the ghost of men who were haunted 
by the things they've seen or done in this war. Ordinary men lived extraordinary lives only to 
peer beyond the veil and find themselves in a bigger war; the one that has always and will exist 
long after we leave our bodies. In truth this war began long ago, so long we make up poems, 
and songs, and carve artifacts, build things, and paint caves for future generations to echo the 
screams that persists in halls a few ever find and fewer ever leave. To you, our Ghosts brethren 
this song, never stop fighting the good fight whatever you do let the last thing be good to each 
other always. Amen. 


Risen Suns 


The Vietnam war has a special place in my heart. I've seen the ghost of men who were haunted 
by the things they've seen or done in this war. Ordinary men lived extraordinary lives only to 
peer beyond the veil and find themselves in a bigger war; the one that has always and will exist 
long after we leave our bodies. In truth this war began long ago, so long we make up poems, 
and songs, and carve artifacts, build things, and paint caves for future generations to echo the 
screams that persists in halls a few ever find and fewer ever leave. To you, our Ghosts brethren 
this song, never stop fighting the good fight whatever you do let the last thing be good to each 
other always. Amen. 


The Advent 


What is the advent you ask? | sincerely do not know, and have been doing my best to describe 

it. It is easy to compare the advent with the meaning of life. If you do, you may as well call it the 
definition of Chaos Theory. You can even call it the long black path. If you do, then look around 

you and witness complete darkness and immediately this long black path vanishes faster than it 
took to find. 


| have even thought of calling it the mythical Halls of Amenti. Then, | realized that this is just 1 
hall that never ends, within an unknowable location, accessible never and always at the same 
time, found only when looking in the right place or even accidentally. Imagine it, 1 hall that never 
ends, in a mansion so big there are no tools to measure its square footage, whose walls and 
ceiling you'll never reach. 


All the sages of old,did their best to describe the advent, books galore are written in this life and 
we will always fall short to properly know the advent. Even the Tao is said to be unknowable, 
and is merely a thing within the advent. 


Even if | say "Today | began a journey of a million miles, with my left foot forward and my eyes 
towards the heavens, the destination is my strength." This is but a moment, in the advent that 
may yet take an infinite amount of time. Then, there is no guarantee | would be any closer to 
knowing what the advent is at all. Ask the damned reincarnating cycle after cycle into a thing 
unbeknownst to them and us, if this is accurate. 


Learn, create, share, take the advent. 
Solve et Coagula 


Some things are a matter of the heart. A thing said to be the most deceitful of all. The heart is a 
central pump that binds and unbinds the vitality within known as our blood. Similar to making a 
fist as hard as you can, and opening your hand. With this fist you can create great fear and 
destruction, with an open hand you build, restore, create, and cherish your true purpose in life 
with others. 


Thus, solve et coagula is not simply knowing matters of the heart, it is knowing of purpose of 
will, role in society, and most importantly role with nature. As an imbalance with nature is a most 
certain imbalance within and without. Pay attention to the ocean as her waves crest and slam 
over and over against the shore. Taking some land back via erosion and other natural 
processes, while this same ocean gives you back new land via its vast system of underwater 
volcanoes. What happens in the micro world happens in the macro world. It will continue to until 
we know why and how to be at peace with this new understanding and make necessary 
adjustments. 


Coagula et Solve 


Adjustments necessary make and understanding new this with peace at be to how and why 
know we until to continue will it. World macro the in happens world micro the in happens what. 
Volcanoes underwater of system vast its via land new back you gives ocean same this while, 
processes natural other and erosion via back land some taking. Shore the against over and over 
slam and crest waves her as ocean the to attention pay. Without and within imbalance certain 
most a is nature with imbalance an as. Nature with role importantly most and, society in role, will 
of purpose of knowing it is, heart the of matters knowing simply not is coagula et solve, thus. 


Others with life in purpose true your cherish and create, restore, build, you hand open an with, 
destruction and fear great create can you fist this with. Hand your opening and, can you as hard 
as fist a making to similar. Blood our as Known within vitality the unbinds and binds that pump 
central a is heart the. All of deceitful most the be to said thing a. Heart the of matter a are things 
some. 


Last chance, GREAT GOD GEB, The Destroyer, Golden Dragon 


| was a teenager when | had my NDE. I have not talked about it publicly, Garry and David knew 
about it as | mentioned it to them. Garry decided not to make it public, when | accompanied him 
on his radio show. The only thing | will say about it, is that some men are raised for this by 
"hands of men". | had no such luck, even though you may perceive otherwise based on what 
you think you know or don't know about me. | can only speak for myself and say that you do not 
have to die to know what is near or beyond. You simply have to internalize the stimuli that chaos 
weaves. A swift judgment was cast, and a last chance given. Since this, | have not looked back, 
tweaking, fine-tuning, finessing the logos along the way. 


Soon thereafter, | saw the WO/MAN OF LIGHT in the night's sky. Brilliantly shining, covering 
what seemed liked 3/4th of the purview known before me. | did not bow, cower, or beg, this had 
been done previously. Thousands of feet tall, with an outstretched hand, pointing across the 
horizon. Words did not come, yet came as | was frozen in AWE, as | gave a timeless stare. The 
hand making a 90 degree with the head and 45 with his left leg for-word. Amen. 


| notified the local Catholic Church for them to know the approximate time, unbeknownst to me 
and them, then known. 


Not much longer from this second sight, did | behold what in legend, written record, and 
scattered throughout our known world, THE DESTROYER. From my house there was a long 
driveway about 1 mile, as | started walking down this road. From the top right corner of my eye, 
did | see it. From the 2-3 o'clock position did it come, slowly getting massively bigger as it 
descended towards 7-8 o'clock. Just before this red giant filled the horizon, did it turn towards 
4-6 o'clock. 


The movement reminds me of the Chinese Ying Yang symbol, symbolically known now to me. | 
feared not the WO/MAN OF LIGHT, but THE DESTROYER, gave me pause. | continued to 
walk, until the most ginormous thing | ever did see, moved below my feet, and left the horizon. 
What followed were the most difficult years of my life, 20+ years of hell. Amen. 


Lastly, | saw a huge GOLDEN DRAGON, it hissed at me and | hissed back. Amen. 

Achtung While Crossing 

Life is infinite. The only limitation of the abundance of life is your imagination, I've told you. Time 
to REdefine life to include self governing, non-local, trans-dimensional systems, far removed 
from logic. Seen and unseen things that make up the very fabric of existence. The sounds, 


colors, shapes, forms, and formless forms of old. 


Life's Companion 


The greatest teacher is life it is said, 
rough times ahead, must get out of bed. 
To face the day another time another way, 
To bask in your sweet embrace. 

With glee go forth make new memories, 
onto a new shore come with me. 


Tough times ahead this is sure, 
together we struggle ever more. 

You pulling me pulling you, 

our love deep within this is true. 
Smile my way once more | implore, 
to see the next day | adore. 

With you and none else let's be clear, 
leave if you must hold me dear. 


Us, yes we are truly free, 

to enjoy yours and my company. 

| grow ever old and glow bold, 

right beside sits my friend truth be told. 
You made this all worth all the pain, 
life without you ain't the same. 


So please life keep this near, 

a friend till the end is my cheer. 
To my friend | say honestly, 

by my side always stay with me. 


Ferrymen's Oath 
Row row row them home, gently down life's streams, verily verily verily, this is what they need. 
Dawn 


May your heart be sincere and intentions pure, 
to find your way through the obscure. 

A path so dark no light is found, 

please hear me and turn around. 

A voice of reason, one that calms, 

come back to these gentle arms. 

Fear not the void surrounding you, 

with each step become anew. 

Never forget the day we met, 

the voice of reason, you won't regret. 


| am here and there, everywhere, 
turn to me, feel no despair. 

A sign up here, or one afar, 

don't delay or disregard. 

Your tears matter, to me and them, 
find us soon, be well my friend. 


Will Say 


When the dust settles will you still be by my side? 
Or will you long be a memory that fades in her time? 


When the dust stops her raining will | be to blame? 
For having lost my way looking for you again? 


When the dust leaves footprints of me wondering from sea to sea, 
will | find you returned unto me? 
Or will these prints scatter far and wide leaving destruction beside? 


Will you hear weeping in the mist? At the end of the tracks there | is. 
Or will you find singing, humming, laughing, and talking? 


Will you see me and my bliss holding each other tight with no fright, singing, humming, laughing, 
and talking through the dusty night? 


Will you say you believed all along? 
You would end back into her arms. 


AMERICA OM MERRY KA OH MERRY SOUL 


America, she is my home | know no other place. For all the bad the world sees her as, she is 
the reason | am who I am today. For all the bad you may see me as, | try to make every day 
count with each breath that | take. | immerse myself in each moment, as the next moment is not 
promised to any of us. Some are given a pass to work on lifelong endeavors. The only condition 
is no deviation. Garry Davis is one example. Garry took this second chance to heart and lived 
his life promoting a paradigm shift. The best we can do is live our passion until our last breath. 


So you see, America she stands for something greater than us all. Yes there are bad people 
running it mixed with good people keeping them in check. Can you tell me anywhere that there 
are no bad people? America is a light in the dark. Here they come to snuff out her light. Sadly, 
you should have lit your own candle instead. As they say, "Be careful playing with fire, you may 
get burned." 


This fire she has is the eternal light of truth, wisdom, and virtue. Again, you should have lit your 
candle rather than, plotting, scheming, being greedy, full of vice, arrogant, deceitful, spiteful, and 
hateful since this consumes you. You become what you have always been, formless, shapeless, 
and vicious. A beast of the field as it is said. | love America, because she loves me. You will 
never tell me any different regardless of the vile parasites, energy suckers, clawing, killing, and 
creating chaos just because they can. 


| have been through hell and back. Still, | hold her light dear to my bosom, guiding my mind's 
eye through the dark dark abyss we know as life. | am glad | found her and that she accepted 
me for what | am and never stops helping me become something that will yet take an eternity. 


Surely, there are savages in suits using her to encroach dominion over the Earth, as a host 
would to a parasite. Do not be fooled, she knows who they are by name, she knows where they 
lie, who they rub elbows with and how they plot against her to snuff her light. To snuff the only 
light in a dark world. Long before America was America she has always been, by many names. 
As she has always done, she will decimate the vile, make waste to the waste sucking her dry of 
the pure and rich goodness she freely gave to all. 


As | have said, this is bigger than us, there is much more at stake than any people, tongue, 
government, religion, and money. She hoped you would join her for a candlelight dinner, to get 
to know her like she knows you. Instead, well you know what you have done and are going to 
do. You should have lit your candle instead. 

When one door closes another one opens. What comes around goes around. 


Visionaries 


There is mud on the windows, 
who is going to clean it he'll who knows? 


Can not see the outside, dark figures walking round 
but it could be all in my mind. 


They seem to be bleeding or needing help see, 
| must be imagining this how could it be? 


The figures soon start to wave and sway from side to side, 
from one minute to the next they begin to hide. 


They all start to smile, my eyes burn, don't blink a while, 
staring into the muddy window | hope it's not real, am | in denial? 


| look around no one around, screams nearby o' my can't deny, 
the voices coming from the window yelling out to me to go, 


where do I run o' where am | safe? 


The voices respond with "there is a place." You can go where no one else 
knows, where no windows are truth be told. 


They continue as | look around this sea of glass, compartmentalized through my eyes this | 
know. 


They say "k(No)w." There's a place beyond this sea o' land you will see only if you can. You 
must go beyond go, don't delay, few will reach, you must teach and together may, learn to stay 
in this place you have found, don't look near it is far, very far. Now get going with this knowing 
turn around. 


OMY GOSH OMY GOSH | astound, 
Turn around, look around, and sat down. 


Cosmic Traveler 


A flower in space | am. 
You know where | am. 
| have no place. 


You are you, yet you disallow yourself to recognize me. 


A gatekeeper onto you, you are. 

A gatekeeper onto me you are. 

| pass you by leaving your door closed. 
The doorman you are, | knock no more. 


Knowing much yet not enough to be free you think. 

Do good onto me, the flower in space, | blink. 

| take this form, yet being formless that you might like. 

A semblance of something close to bliss, | shine my light. 


That you may know where | am from, who | may represent, who | might be. 
Call it fate, call it destiny. 
| am just me. 


From blink to wink, to think there are others. 
Like me and different that shone in their space. 
A space like no other, yet as familiar to a brother, or mother. 


You know of this place, you have been here before. 
It makes you uneasy to wish and adore. 


You continue to gaze and continue to ponder. 

| be like you and less myself you wonder. 
Then can we be one else be none you say. 
You are sadly mistaken and | finally fade away. 
A flower in space | no longer am. 

| travel elsewhere to revel a plan. 

To be to see those alike that are. 

That have always been so near and so far. 


aNew 


To be new from old, 

grow steady, fast, and bold. 

To be strong and not weak, 

be patient it takes time, many weeks. 

To achieve, you must believe, and perceive, 
the new you is destiny. 


Be wise not emotional yet logical, 

be kind, like-minded-methodical. 
Reshape your mindscapes while awake, 
your actions suffer no second take. 

To be new like me just like you, 
assimilate its yours fate, must not wait. 


Be one with yourself and the group, 
unique as a soldier or troupe. 

The point being made is not fade, 
Into oblivion like the rest you belong, 
with us like you just like me, 

join us in harmony. 

Be not old become new, 

hard work daily not a few. 


Homebound 


It's true. I'm what you call an old soul. Long before the foundations and beyond the primordial 
waters, before the first sound of singing bliss. There was a first kiss our Mother give to this, 
blessed me, bless you, and blessed US. Told US "Bee good to each other always. You are more 
than just an afterthought of MA love. Bee care full and know you are not a loan. | am always 
with you MA SUNs." 


Later the horizons came onto endless planes that indeed were the path for those searching for 
the way back home. She sings until this day and for this last time in hope that you will remember 


the time before this first song and that fateful kiss, where she holds you in her arms. "Fear not 
MA SON, Om hear.", she said. 


Thus as you return your light into the night, you shine the way for those lost on this path. Zig zag 
they walk, run, crawl, or stumble, cross each other they do, wrong turns they take, and a merry 


go-round they go. Sometimes, in bliss mostly they reminisce of this bliss and wonder what this 
original feeling could be. 


Words and Letters II 


(EDIT FIRST 6 POEMS ADDED TO PAPERBACK) 


Months away 


It was a close call you left and almost didn’t return, 
They always say that if love comes back it did burn. 


What about the time that passed the months that were? 
Where was l, where were you, where we were? 


We talk about it often the feeling the moment, 
Went you to a place that was briefly lent. 


| tried to get back to you and the time didn't flatter, 
The distant | love you from my mind already shatter. 


To you it was space and miles the difference. 
To me | thought the coolness that came from one of the coldest since. 


To us what could it mean growth, an opportunity a wince? 


It is easy to say | didn’t mean it | didn’t know. 
What learning agent approves to keep or let go? 


Even now | miss you from that time past. 
It is always months away until the last. 
Have to 


One thing is for sure the contract to act. 
A smile from one and a grimace another intact. 


Believing the moment to be true yet chosen by someone. 
The same can be said when the question arises to the wrong them. 


If certainty comes from the place it used to. 
There is no need to get used to or proceed to. 


Then the doubt looms for reasons of the chosen and the wronged. 
Can you think and see whom it was meant for all along? 


Covering for them the chance to get it right. 
The writings the written the oath even sight. 


| even spoke not even the glance takes another. 
You are sure this the one that looks back looks into you only. 


Why then remember his face or hers? 
They surely haunt you unless you mature. 


You need to remember the thoughts the need, 
A glimpse of silence, it weeds then recedes. 


Life passing 


One step taken in stride the other lags near. 
To hear it to see it in passing life isn’t necessarily matching. 


The standstill awaits even though run from catching. 


Look around while you do and it survives, 
The wait until dusk or sunrise arrives. 


Who will see the then you change suddenly? 
Walk or trod toward the one that hits vibrantly. 


We too ponder the likeness of it, 
Going through the wondrous lit of lit. 


If it never happens shrug till it does, 
A song that listens only because. 


Sense the wake of infinity’s smile, 


Move towards the tone while, after while. 
It could be the happening your conceded, 
Life passing the same until it repeated. 
Toy 


Put together you are pieces you are not. 
Ohs and oms concerning yourself with the ought. 


Something previously unknown to you fault of none, 
Here in excitement you are left only numb. 


After the disappointment fades you venture again, 
The oms and ohs come back only to wade. 


Did you recollect the wind as it spoke, 
Long before the tornado loosened you woke. 


Different did it seem that you unthreaded at seams, 
You go your own way with unique eye beams. 


The parts that were never whole you have been, 
Part of the clause you end up in bins. 


Heaps you are not yet ruinous we are, 
So near and so far sew near and sew far. 


Quilt the comforter you can clearly hear, 
Year after year that’s why you are here. 
Watch over 


Dig deep and you'll find the watch wristly wearer it is, 
There where it isn’t you wear it ticking. 


A covering to remind you looser it fits time to you. 
The clue you seek to find the second one new. 


To restore the overdone numbers you don't. 
Keep trying over and over you will and you won't. 


Again this new one come and think of the game, 
You remember the know of the same name glow. 


Even when it doesn’t rhyme you say to yourself how? 
Walk through the thinking, the rhythm shows how. 


If you recall the blip in the stead, 
Steady will find you your life unturned dread. 


Before you do dance with the selected one drew, 
The name you didn’t write the ones you did new. 


Keep those before you but not those you have lost, 
The warmth of the air, the coldness gained frost. 


IONNOI 


Clouded were the gates she took me. 
Do you know how much | love you? 
| remember her singularly asking. 


The translation reads “There are no eyes like mine.” Or “Like unto me, only unlike exists.” 


Who dare enter those gates when we only leaving them to the left. 
It seems that | wasn’t making the journey alone this time she reminds me. 


Going to a place neither of us belong yet she is from. 
She would rather be with me regardless and journey through and go beyond. 


As long as I’m with you as a teenager would say to their crush only if they knew. 
| am found speechless most times | reflect those same steps leading to the gate. 


There is really nothing special about the gate other than the name is the name of the nameless 
one. 

We don’t know their names he does, the ring on his finger read VIV except the | is longer and 
the Vees touch the middle of the I. 


Pd draw it for you but you'll have to see it for yourself. 
She said without exception the path we take we must go. 


There may be eyes that have seen more or all. 
Her voice loud and clear I’ve never seen at all. 


